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blessed middle state, all you can do is to throw up your hands. . . .
So even in despair, man must laugh. The present world spectacle may be tragic, I share in all the depths of spiritual misery of this tragic decade. I do not believe in an automatic millennium that is going to blossom out of this spiritual desert. I smell too many corpses around. Human souls have smells as well as their bodies. Quite a few souls in a group identified by their love for Otto, Franco, and Hirochito have a smell that is distinctly stuffy. Others smell of the attic closet. This age is tragic, I admit. Is it not tragic, for example,* that while in the last World War almost everyone believed it was the war to end all wars and wanted to make it so, now in this Second World War almost no writer that I have read dares even suggest that this is the war to end all wars, or act on that belief? \Ve have lost the courage to hope.
The fonder you are of your ideals, the greater your heartbreaks. When you wish, for instance, that some slight but positive steps may be taken for the freedom of India, because India stands as the symbol of the issue of freedom of all nations, and that ideal is very clear and real to your heart, and somebody crushes that ideal like a flower, you feel a sort of pain.
But there is never a human tragedy but has its comic elements. There was probably never an age when the practical affairs of men did not look like a madhouse to some sane and perceptive minds, and there was never an age without its buffoons. In this connection I recall an excellent passage by Heinrich Heine in his Reisebilder.
Yes, even in the highest pathos of the world tragedy, bits of fun slip in. ... On this great stage of the world all passes exactly as on our beggarly boards. On it, too, there are tipsy heroes, kings who forget their parts,